Cannon Roar in the Plain of Paris
river there from flowing on to the sea. And long ago she
had forecast that Destiny. If she could help, she would
stay. But she was an alien; Paris would not rise for her.
And she was too old to fight. Yes, she must go, since they
were all so determined, with the empress, the baby king,
and all the kings of her family.
Her step unhurried, in the plain bonnet with the nod-
ding flowers, she passed over the bridge.
At sunset they rode out of the southern gate.